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"Mrs. Kenipf had a white feather boa and then
Mr. Kempf came one day with a roll of silk from
England, and it was watered/"
"You mean it was wet?" said Blanche,
"It was not wet," said auntie, "in the silk was
a pattern of water and it was mauve* The tailor
was to make a costume,, and on the edges were
three rows of braid, and what do you think? There
was not enough braid, and the owl of a tailor, he
cut the edges and tightened the sleeves so that
the braid would go round, and when he brought
it, Mrs. Kempf could not put it on at all There
was Mr. Kempf waiting to go out and Mrs,
Kempf in her hat and no dress and the boa, . . ."
Since she had gone to school Blanche did not
want to listen to auntie any more; all the time she
was after the deSouzas and auntie was left alone.
She had no one to talk to, and soon she began to
talk to herself.
In the evenings, when she sat in her rocker on
the veranda, she was so tired that her body felt
like a bag that had been thrown about all day, and
her feet burned even in her Chinese slippers, but
still she had to talk; and, because she knew that
none of the others would listen, that their thoughts
and the things they wanted to say were so much
more important than her own5 she talked under
her breath, only moving her lips as she sat3 and
it was too dark for them even to see that. She
suffered terribly from her feet. One of the sisters
had said, "Really, Mrs. Kempf, on these stone
floors one's feet are like boils at the end of the

